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Kempf?' and I told him I always buy fresh in the
niarketj and for breakfast I myself make a curry.
4What, every day?' he said, and you know, Mrs.
Anthony3 that master must have his curry, and
how can I get different for the others with the
little I have for the bazaar?"
Talking of curry on this night of scent and
fireflies and moon-shadows 1 Rosa, with Stephen's
kiss on her lips, could not bear them or the room,
the heat, the creak of auntie's chair, the smell of
disinfectant and Mrs. Anthony's musk. Though
she had said good night to him,, she ran after
Stephen and found him in the porch where the
pillars were milky in the moonlight. As she ran he
stepped out and caught her3 and it was not the pale
flower Rosa he held, but a little eager animal; her
hair brushed his cheek, springing against his eyes,
and she kissed him with small sharp kisses like bites,
"Come home with me5 Rosa," he saids speaking
soft rapid words into her ear. "Come back with
me. I can't bear it any more. Come back with mes
Rosa/'
Rosa drew back and looked into his face.
"William?" she asked.
"He's away. He's down at the mill. Don't be
afraid. I won't hurt you. Please come, Rosa.
Please. It will be quite all right. Please come/'
Rosa put her fingers on his mouth and kissed
them. "Come then/* she said, "and don't talk
any more.**
;4You let her go?'5 asked Mrs. Anthony. "I
think better you call her back> madam."